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The sight that greeted me as | opened my bedroom door 

was the hairy butt crack and dangling scrotum of my beefy 
big bro, Karl. There wasn't time for it to register as erotic as 
| watched him slide the entire length of his substantial cock 


into his girlfriend du jour before he screamed, "Get the fuck 
outa here!" That he'd glanced over his shoulder to see who 

the intruder was meant that he didn't mind sharing. Just not 
with his kid pro bro. 


If | hadn't forgotten my key, of course, none of it would have 
happened. But | was in such a hurry to surprise my parents 
for their thirtieth wedding anniversary, | pretty well floored 
the Toyota Camry for two hundred miles from my uni 
Campus in the capitol to Redneck Central, as | not-so-fondly 
called my home town. 


It didn't feel much like a home town any longer. | was 
particularly out of favor with the populace, as I'd become an 
outspoken opponent of the country's military policy. Perhaps 
not a good idea in a town that supplied a rather large 
contingent to the Marine Corps. They were heroes. | was a 
traitor. They'd seen action in a war zone. I'd been on the 
receiving end of a police baton charge at an anti-war demo. 
| had a cabinet full of swimming medals. Karl had a chestful 
of bravery awards. It was a no brainer. 
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My brother and his marine buddies are all big gorillas of 
men. Karl is 6'4" of almost solid muscle and, I'm pleased to 
say, an increasing amount of fat, and weighs in at 240lbs. 


Cropped dark hair and an attitude so belligerent that it 
would feed the messianic zealotry of any medium level 
dictator. 


Naturally, he attracts chicks like horse manure attracts flies. 


Me, | take after mom. She's petite, dwarfed by my dad, with 
blonde hair and the friendliest disposition you'd ever care to 
meet. | take after her—except for the disposition. Like my 
brother, | get that from my dad. And, of course, like my dad, 
| have a dick. Besides that, | have blond hair, a slim pro 
swimmer's body that weighs in at 120lbs, and a face that's 
much too pretty for its own good. Got me beat up a few 
times. And it's a constant source of friction between me and 
my bro and his buddies who call me 'Pretty Boy' to my face, 
as well as behind my back. It's not meant as a compliment. 


Our parents discourage mutual homecomings, and we're 
both happy to oblige. This, however, was one occasion 
where there was a scheduling error. 


Lights blazed in the house; the music was thumping a bass 
line so loud it could be heard by the deaf in Middle Earth. 
The laughter was raucous and the language blue enough 
that our fundamentalist neighbors had locked their windows, 
drawn their blinds and turned up the volume on their 
Christian cable channels to drown out the profanities. 


No one would call the police. These marines were heroes to 
the town of 'true believers.’ It was just the boys home on 
leave and blowing off a little steam. Tomorrow they would 8 
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settle down and become law-abiding rednecks. Tonight? 
Well, what we don't see and hear... 


| cursed. Dad's SUV was missing from the driveway. Even 

my parents tended to leave the nest when Karl returned in 
Caesar-like triumph. They'd come back and sweep out the 
debris of sexual, alcoholic and narcotic excess and quietly 


pay the girls who knew the routine and waited patiently for 
their due. It was my parents’ ritual, accepted as part and 
parcel of the sacrifice of having a decorated war hero for a 
son. 


Now the 'wrong' son was crashing the party. | could have 
turned around and driven away to a hotel or back to the 
college, but | was simply too stinking tired. And too stinking 
poor. | banged loudly on the door and there was a whoop 
from inside. "The chicks are here at last!" 


The door was yanked open. The smile of expectation 
became a snarl of recognition. 


"Cool it! It's not the girls," Dean, one of my brother's marine 
buddies, spat out. "It's just Pretty Boy home from college." 


There was a moan from the living room, plus a tsunami of 
Cursing. 


Dean still blocked the door and made no effort to move. 
"I'd like to come in," | said as firmly as | could. 


"| don't think you'd like it in here," Dean said. "It's full of 
misinformed military muscle." He was quoting from an 
editorial I'd written for the campus newspaper which had 
earned me a rebuke from my father, a look of pity from my 
mom, and the everlasting enmity of Karl and his buddies. 
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"Or maybe that's what Pretty Boy really wants. Military 
muscle," he said as he grabbed his crotch. He was 
borderline drunk. 


"Leave him alone, Dean," a kinder voice said. "And get out 
of the doorway and let him in. It's his home." 


Dean sulked away to be with his buddies, who were getting 
hot and sweaty watching porn in the living room. 


"Welcome home." Sam smiled and shook my hand. He was 
one mean motherfucker. A tank of a man. And one of the 
nicest guys | knew. Every time | saw him, I just wanted him 
to sweep his huge, black arms around me and make me feel 
Safe. 


"Not the welcome | expected," | said, shouldering my bag to 
the vestibule floor. "Where are they?" 


"Karl shouted them a week in Hawaii for their anniversary. 
They left this afternoon." 

| shrugged. "I don't have that sort of money." 

"You don't owe me any explanations." Sam read my mind. 


That's when I'd gone upstairs to my room only to find my 
bro performing the testicle tango as only he knows how. 


Although the two of us did not share any common political 
or cultural ties, we did share a bedroom. | guessed | 
wouldn't be sleeping in my bed tonight. 


There was nothing else for it. | would sleep in the car. Sam 
caught me sneaking out and put a sweaty arm around my 


shoulder. Ah, that brought back the memories, and | 
immediately got a boner in my jeans. 


"Where ya going, buddy? The party's this way." He steered 
me into the living room, a garbage dump of cheesy pizza 10 
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boxes and leaking beer cans littering the furniture and the 
floor. My mom would sigh at the damage to her new settee 
and forgive 'the boys.' There were four of them, all in 
various stages of undress—and arousal—as they waited 
impatiently for the girls. Gino, the most extroverted of the 
bunch, was smokin' and strokin', his vision glued to the porn 
DVD on the flat screen television, which had tell-tale smear 
marks where he'd been rubbing his greasy, uncut cock 
against video screen mouths or else had been licking spread 
video pussy. It was his famed party trick. 


Sam nestled me in an arm so muscular it would have 
Snapped my 5'9" frame like a twig if he flexed. It was 
comfortable cradled there. I'd always liked Sam, and to be in 
close proximity to his unapologetic maleness was heady. 


Especially now that he was stripped to the waist and 
smelled of beer and testosterone. 


In my teens, | had jerked off over fantasies of Sam and me 
together. The big hulk fucking me hard and heavy; ever 
since my parents had insisted that big bro Karl and his 
buddies take me on one of their camping trips. | hated the 
open air, and Karl and his buddies hated having me along 
on their booze fest. Plus they intended to get to a town, any 
town, where there was ample pussy to go round and there 
was no way they could do that with me tagging along. 


Karl had made the trek a misery, hoping | would turn back 
and go home. Round the fire the first night, he told stories 
about wild animals and monsters that patrolled the woods 
looking for kids just like me. | was a gullible fifteen-year-old, 
so what did | know? Except that the sounds that came from 
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outside my tent sounded strangely close and incredibly 
dangerous. Naturally, | screamed and Sam came belting to 
my rescue. He chewed out Karl because | was shaking so 
much in fear | had pissed myself. 


Sam had let me move my sleeping bag into his tent. I'd 
gone to sleep easily, Knowing the big, muscular marine was 
there to protect me. In the morning, I'd seen him through 
the tent flaps as he pissed and wiggled his flaccid cock to 
get rid of the last drops. He'd given it a few tugs and it grew 
in size. 


| couldn't believe how big it got. He moved his hand up and 
down, slowly milking his huge weapon. I'd gone hard in my 
sleeping bag. Sam glanced over at the tent and saw me 
watching. He quickly put his cock away and pretended like 
nothing happened. 


For years, | treasured a fading photograph of that camping 
trip: skinny me hanging off Sam's bicep. He'd flexed his arm, 
and I'd jumped up and swung from it. | had never been so 
happy. Sam was thirty then—the oldest in the group. 


* OK OK x 


"Why don't you come over and help me out, Pretty Boy," 


Gino suggested without even looking in my direction and 
without missing a stroke. | knew from my brother's tales he 
could keep it hard for hours. "Just 'til the girls arrive, you 
understand." He laughed. If I'd thought there was even a 
modicum of real intent in his invitation | would have jumped 
at the chance. 


The one thing college had taught me was that | loved cock. 


And Gino's large, uncut beauty was exactly the sort of cock | 
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liked. Hell, if | was honest with myself, | subscribed to that 
old adage of Will Rogers: I've never met a cock | didn't like. 


But then, | haven't met them all yet. 
"Hey, Gino, | think he likes. He can't take his eyes off it." 
Brad snickered. 


Gino looked over and smiled. He milked his cock in my 
direction. "Come and get it, Pretty Boy. Come and take care 
of Gino. Be Gino's boy pussy." The air was electric with 
expectation. 


"Cut it out, you guys," Sam bellowed. "This is Karl's little bro 
you're talking to, not some faggot slut." 


The moment vanished like a Summer storm. 


While | appreciated Sam's brotherly interest in my welfare, | 
knew he was as big a homophobe as the others. I'd once 


overheard him discussing me with Karl. "You think Pretty 
Boy is a faggot like they say?" 


"Why?" my brother asked. "You want to fuck him?" 


Sam had flattened him for that. He was the only one of the 
group who could take on Karl and better him. 


Gino shouted across the room, "Why don't you see if Chip's 
awake, then Pretty Boy could use his mom and dad's room 
instead of sleeping in his shit heap of a car." 


Now the one sacrosanct commandment is that my parents' 


bedroom is strictly off limits. Even | didn't dare contemplate 
breaking that number-one-with-a-bullet house rule. Gino had 
let slip that Chip had. 


Sam read my mind again. "He was just feeling a bit under 
the weather, buddy, and he needed somewhere quiet away 
from the boys. He's not with a chick or nothing." 
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"Come on guys," | said as they all awaited my reaction. 


"It's none of my business. You know the policy: Don't Ask, 
Don't Tell." 


"You better go get him anyway," Gino suggested, and Sam 
lumbered out of the room. 


"Now, Pretty Boy," Gino said. "How about it?" 


He opened his legs wide to show off his stallion qualities. A 
quick glance around the room and | judged no one was 
going to beat me up if | did as | was invited. At least not 
before it was over. And | guessed they'd keep it secret from 
my big bro. | didn't care if they didn't. 


Gino shucked the remainder of his clothes as if to show the 
encouragement was genuine. | hesitated a few seconds 
before kneeling in worship of a man | basically despised— 
but libido has no use of such niceties. 


| gently tongued his balls, slicking them with spit, and then 
ran my tongue along the greasy shaft. It was already slimy 
with precum that he'd used as lube for his constant fist jack 
hammering. The other guys looked at each other, half in 
terror, half in expectation and turned to make sure Karl 
wasn't lurking in the background. Or Sam. 


It wasn't until Gino moaned that anyone dared breathe 
again. As my lips engulfed Gino's weapon, my tongue 
tracing the ridge under the head of his cock, he sighed. "Oh, 
shit! Oh, fuck!" This was the connoisseur of sex giving me 
his seal of approval. | was a success. Hell, any hole would 
have been a success at this party, but | was now officially a 
bona fide Grade A cocksucker. 
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Gino put his hands on the top of my head and pushed me 
down onto his prick. | gagged momentarily, but soon got my 
rhythm in line with my breath control. We fell into an easy 
give and take partnership. The other guys came closer to 
watch, and Brad was even brave enough to sit next to Gino 


to watch from close quarters. He stripped to reveal a solid 
erection, which he was hoping might be next in line. | was 
sure the guys weren't this tentative with the girls they 
fucked, but unfamiliarity bred unease. As | bobbed up and 
down throat fucking Gino's cock, | reached over and 
wrapped my fist around Brad's weapon. It was fully loaded. 


| heard Dean unzip. He must have been cautious in case a 
hasty retreat was sounded. | lifted my mouth off Gino who 
cursed and, without any foreplay, sank my hot mouth 
around the full length of Brad's eager cock. He had no 
technique other than ramming. 


"Not so aggressive, dickhead," Gino said as he watched. 


"It's not a fucking race. You'll have more pleasure if you let 
the faggot do the work." 


Brad snorted, "I just want to cum. And before Sam gets 
back." 


"Sam will be okay with this once he sees the cocksucker's 
enjoying it," Gino said confidently. It had the desired effect. 


Brad slowed down and let me set the pace. Dean was so 
eager he was humping the side of my face seeking 
attention. 


| could have kept this up all night, tired as | was, but | could 
feel the urgency in the room—urgency to dump a load and 
to finish before Karl could enter the equation. They didn't 
know, 15 
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nor did I, what his reaction would be to seeing his baby bro 
being used as a cum dump. 


That's all | was. | knew that. Accepted it. | wasn't looking for 
roses and a commitment ceremony, especially not from 
these guys, hot as they were. Just as | was a convenient 
hole for them, they were convenient cocks for me. 


| gave in to Dean's insistence and turned and sucked his 
cock. Thin and long, it felt at home in my throat. He just 
gasped. "Holy mother of God! Is this what a blow job should 
be like?" 


Gino said proudly, "Pretty Boy here is a born cocksucker. 


One of the best, so don't bruise him 'cause, man, | ain't 
finished with him yet." 


Dean didn't last long. The least experienced of the group, as 
well as the youngest, around 22, my age, screamed "Holy 
fuckin' shit!" a couple of times then | felt his cock snot hit 
the back of my throat and trickle down into my gullet. | 
cleaned off his knob and slit with my lips and tongue, but he 
was obviously too sensitive and pulled away and zipped up. 


"Go and keep watch," Gino commanded. Dean obeyed. 


Gino watched impatiently as | swallowed Brad to his balls, 
stroking in time to my sucking. When it came to sex, Gino 
was a general; the other guys were just enlisted men. 


"Don't take all fuckin' day, man" Gino grumbled. 


"You told me to enjoy it, dickwad," Brad said and showed no 
inclination to cum to the party. 


"You can take your time the second time around," he 
Snapped. 


There was going to be seconds? 
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| could see Gino was on the verge of shooting, but Brad was 
not going to give up his place at the head of the queue and 
resolutely held me in place. 


"Selfish fuckin’ asshole," Gino spat, but it gave him an idea. 
He quickly kneeled behind me and had my jeans and briefs 
off in one expert maneuver. He pulled my ass cheeks apart, 
spat at my hole and pushed his finger inside. 


"Aw, Gino, that's real faggot stuff," Brad complained. 


"You finished with his mouth? No? Then shut the fuck up and 
let me dump a load. I've seen you fuck ass before." 


"Yea," Brad acknowledged, "but not a faggot's." 


"An asshole is an asshole." Gino put paid to any criticism 
and spat in his hand a few more times until he had enough 
to slick his cock and lubricate my hole. It wasn't ideal, but | 
wasn't going to insist on stopping the action while we went 
in search of industrial-strength lube. | felt his cock head at 
the entrance to my guts and then... 


| grunted my pain into Brad's balls and almost choked in the 
process. 


Gino was only interested in his own pleasure now. It was 
okay to allow me to make the rhythm while | was blowing 
him but fucking, he was very much the aggressor. This 
wasn't about pleasure any more; this was about dumping a 
load. 


"Fuck, Pretty Boy, your asshole is so hot and so tight. You 
like cock in your ass, don't you, Pretty Boy?" 


| didn't bother answering because | knew the question was 
rhetorical, but | squeezed my sphincter around his cock 
anyway. 
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"Hot damn, you're good, Pretty Boy," he said and slapped 
my ass. 


This was heading in a direction that was decidedly 
uncomfortable for Brad. He began slamming his prick in and 
out of my mouth to get it over with as fast as possible. Gino 
had invaded a 'no go' area and Brad wanted no part of it. 


"Who's the pretty blonde chick?" | heard Chip ask ina 
drunken slur behind me. He must have thought the girls had 
arrived. 


| heard the chuckle in Gino's voice. "Pretty Boy." 
"You mean, Pretty Boy, like Karl's little bro?" 
"Uh huh?" 


Chip whistled. "Boy, you're in deep shit." 


"Nah, he's clean as a whistle. | checked." Gino smirked. 


“How long you been into fuckin' boy pussy, man?" Chip 
asked. 


"When the fuckin' chicks don't turn up a man's gotta do 
what a man's gotta do." 


Gino had an excuse to cover every variation of behavior. 


Brad shot his load silently, not wanting to draw attention to 
himself and got up from the lounge so quickly | couldn't 
drain the last drops from his knob. He was still leaking as he 
pulled up his shorts. 


| looked over at Chip, who was smiling weirdly. 


"Hot damn, you got good action, boy." Chip was unsteady on 
his feet as he attempted to strip while Sam steadied him. | 
saw a flash of pain as Sam looked me in the eyes. He could 
tell this was consensual activity. Just a group of horny guys 
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taking care of a faggot who wanted it. But that didn't make 
him like it any the better. 


"What's his ass like, man?" Chip asked as he stroked his 
half-mast cock. 


"Mmmm, tight. Sweet. Hot." 
It's always an ego booster to get a good review. 


"Move aside sonny and let a man at that boy pussy." 


Sam grabbed him. "You're not gonna stick that thing of 
yours in his ass. It'd kill him." 


"That boy gonna taste my cock or get it in his ass. Which 
you want, boy?" 


He was waving his cock in front of my face. 


"He's Karl's little bro, Chip. You can't treat him like those 
sluts we fuck off the base. You don't want to hurt him." 


"He's just a cute little blond faggot slut as far as my cock is 
concerned. Fuck the consequences. Here, boy, slick me up." 


He straddled my face as Gino watched. He liked watching 
Chip stretch small, accommodating holes whose muscles 
expanded like elastic bands to fit the monster cock. 


| wrapped my lips around it. It wasn't the girth that was a 
problem. I've seen thicker—only in movies—but | knew the 
length was going to hit places that had never felt cock 
before. 


Chip relaxed. "Hot damn that mouth feels good." 
"You think that's hot, wait til you try his ass." 


Before | chowed down on Chip's weapon, | glanced sideways 
to watch Sam. He seemed conflicted. The growing bulge in 
his shorts revealed the sight of my impalement on hot 
marine cock was exciting him, but his loyalty to Karl, and 19 
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the fact | was like a young, albeit recalcitrant, brother to him 
made him guilty. 


Gino had a mouth on him like a porn actor and was 
narrating in vivid detail the effects of Chip sliding his XXL 
cock into my size S mouth. My eyes were watering and drool 
Slobbered from my lips, but | wasn't going to let the side 
down. It had gone past the point of enjoyment. Sure, my 
asshole being pummeled by Gino's gorgeous prick was still 
pure pleasure, but Chip's baseball bat cock was way out of 
the ballpark on the Richter scale of grunt and pain. 


It wasn't exactly a chore; it was more something to be 
achieved. | wanted to plant a notch flag close to the root of 
his cock, | wanted to be the first to hit his nose against 
those wiry pubes and stake my claim to minor immortality. 


"No chicks ever got that far," Chip admired. "Another inch 
and you've nailed it, boy." 


It was a stupid competition, if | stopped to think about it, but 
| didn't intend on doing that. This was like being the first 
man in space, the first man on the moon, the first man to 
climb Everest. And if there wouldn't be blanket television 
news coverage, at least my achievement would be talked 
about in hushed whispers among aficionados at the 
barracks. 


| filled my lungs with as much air as they could take and 
impaled my face on the cock. It scraped the back of my 
throat and kept going. Chip put his hand around my neck 
and squeezed. 


"Hot fuckin' damn | can feel it way down his throat. No 
chick's ever taken it all the way. You're a real star, boy." 
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| choked and spluttered, but | held on until my breath 
exploded out of me. My face was a mess of snot, cum and 
puke. Chip cupped my face and wiped my lips with his big 
thumbs. With an automatic burst of "shits, fucks and cunts", 
Gino made a claim on my attention. | gripped his cock with 
my ass muscles and milked him dry. 


"All greased up ready for you, man," Gino said as he showed 
Chip my oozing hole. Chip kneeled behind me, his cock slick 
with my throat juices. There were no niceties, just the barge 
of an impatient pole right into the innermost crevices of my 

ass Canal. It winded me and Chip remained fully embedded 

until the pain subsided and | got my breath back. 


“Come on, Sam. Give him something to bite on while Chip 
fucks the ass off him," Gino pleaded. 


"Nah, | don't think so." 
"Karl will never know," | said, finding my voice at last. 


Dean and Brad pushed him toward me, but Sam crashed on 
to the settee fully dressed. | unzipped him expertly and felt 
for his cock. It was hard and leaking. He couldn't help 
himself. As | pulled it free from his trousers, it was the most 
perfect cock | had ever seen. The right length and thickness. 
| leaned forward to kiss it in appreciation. As my lips 
touched it, | thought Sam was having a seizure he bucked so 
violently. As Chip thrust into my asshole, he pushed my 
head down on to Sam's prick. | was the meat in a kebab 
impaled at both ends. Sam took Chip's hand off my head 
and allowed me to suck in time to the thrusts up my ass. 
Almost negligently, he began to stroke my hair and my face. 
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| could hear Chip's ragged breath, and then | actually felt 
the pulse of cum scudding along the length of his cock as it 
shot deep inside my asshole. | was sure Sam would follow 
Shortly by shooting a load into my willing mouth, but our 
sexual gratification was interrupted by loud knocking at the 
door. Sam froze; Chip kept right on pumping his last drops 
into me while Gino went to the window. 


"Shit, it's the chicks. They musta got lost." 
Chip pulled out, gushing cum over the backs of my legs. 


There was a general scramble for clothing, and | was 
forgotten in the melee. Sam was inscrutable. | decided to 
take a chance. In the confusion and the impatient knocking 
at the front door, | grabbed Sam by the hand and led him 
out into the backyard. Out of view of the other men who had 
already forgotten their brief flirtation with faggotry, 
although I was sure | would hear from Gino again, if not 
Chip, | leaned into Sam's muscular chest and pulled his face 
down to meet mine. There was no reluctance when | pushed 
my tongue into his mouth. He reciprocated with all the 
passion | would have expected only of a starving man. 


"Why do you let them treat you like that?" he asked, sad 
rather than moral. 


"| guess | love cock," | said flippantly, but | could see he was 
pained. "And | haven't found the right man yet to settle 
down with." 


"So, you're looking?" he asked. 


"Uh huh," | nodded and sighed theatrically. "If only a good- 
looking guy like you was available then I'd settle down 
tomorrow." 
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He gave a little embarrassed laugh. | ran my fingers across 
his chest and down his arm to his marble-hard bicep. 


"| remember when | was so young that ..." 


Sam reached into his back pocket and pulled out his wallet. 
He extracted the photo of me swinging from his arm. 


"Sam?" 


"Was it me turned you gay?" he said with a catch in his 
voice. 


"How?" 


"You saw my dick that morning when I started to jerk off and 
| thought ..." 


"You thought it turned me gay?" 
He shrugged. "I wondered." 


"You and me have to sit down and have a serious talk some 
time about what being gay is all about." 


"I'd like that," he said. He put his arm around me. 


"Uh, you think | could be gay?" he almost whispered. 


"Anyone can be gay," | said. 
"Even a United States Marine?" 
"Of course. I've even met a few." 


His look of surprise said it all. | didn't think his education 
was ready for the news of a Gay Marine Support group and 
their civilian admirers, let alone Marine gay porn. 


"You've been hanging around with Karl too long," | said. 
"You think another guy could go for me?" 


"Sam, you are such a gorgeous man you'd have them lining 
up around the block." 


"Nah, | only want one." 

23 

Marine Biology 

by Barry Lowe 

Up until then | thought his interest was just general. 


Suddenly, it had become very specific. | wondered why he 
carried around a photo of me in his wallet. My heart 
thumped. 


| looked up at him. Really looked into his eyes. The moment 
lasted so long | thought I'd explode then, a slight nod of the 
head... 


| jumped him, pushing him backwards. | was sitting on his 
chest trying to hug the big man. "You stupid bastard," | 
screamed with delight. "I've been jerking off over you ever 


since that camping trip. You know why I've never settled 
down? It's because no one ever lived up to you. | was 
always comparing my lovers to you." 


He was genuinely surprised. "Really?" 


| moved my lips to his chest and gnawed gently on his 
nipple. He wriggled at the unusual feeling, but it got hard, 
and | could feel something else get hard again in his shorts. 


"It's okay," | said. "I won't tell the others." 


"It made me sick to see the way them other guys treated 
you tonight." 


"They didn't force me, Sam." 


"I Know, but | wanted you to myself. And | wanted you 
different." 


"Like we are now?" 
"Yea, like that." 


| held his face as | put my mouth over his lips and pressed 
my tongue inside. | felt all the tension go out of his body. 


| may never get a medal for serving my country, but at least 
| can show my patriotism by serving the Marine Corps. 
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Or servicing one member of it. Mom and dad would be so 
proud. 


The End 
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